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DEATH BECKONS 
MRS. FLAVEL, 
CITY PIONEER 


Best Known and Most Be- 
loved Citizen Dies Quietly 
at Her Home. 








Astoria lost one of its best known 
and most beloved citizens last night 


awesome in her greater span of years! 
Mary Christina Flavel, 88, at her home 
at Eighth and Duane streets. Death 
came quietly following an illness ex- 
tending over some weeks. 

Mrs. Flavel had resided in Astoria 
for 79 years at the time of her death. 
The widow of the late Capt. George 

lavel, she was born in Cincinnati, O., 
May 19, 1839. In 1847 she crossed the 
}plains in an ox team caravan with her 
parents, Mr. and Mrs. C. Boelling. 

Deeply religious, an ardent church 
worker, and ready at any period to 
idevote her energies and her means to 
}worthy charitable and religious move- 
;ments, the deceased was an important 
|factor in Astoria life during her inature 
|years, and her death will be generally 
| mourned. 

' She was a member of the local Pres- 
byterian church for 50 years, hav‘ng 





joined as a charter member in 7 
and before that she was a member of 
the Pioneer Presbyterian church on 
Clatsop Plains. Regular in her attend- 
ance at church, Mrs. Flavel continued 
to attend services whenever possinie 
up to the time of her death. Her last 
church attendance was on Christmas 
day. 

She was deeply interested in the 
community itself and many have heard 
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| Ed Editorial | 


PASSING OF A PIONEER 

Today will be laid to rest the body 
of Mrs. Mary Christina Flavel, for 
more than three-quarters of a century 
a resident of Astoria—to be exact, 80 
years. And in her passing the city 
loses not only one of its early pioneers, 
but one who from the time she at- 
tained womanhood took a prominent 
part in the community affairs. 

She came to Astoria with her par- 
ents when 8 years of age, in 1847, and 
had resided in this city ever since. 
When she came here this was still a 
trading post. It had not yet even 
become a fishing village, 








| widow 





anectdotes from her lips of the days 
when Portland was a tiny village and 
when the Astoria residential section 
was a thick forest of trees. 

The deceased is survived by one 
daughter, Nellie Flavel; two sisters, 
Miss Sophia and Miss Elizabeth Boel- 
ling; one grandson, Harry C. Flavel; 
a daughter-in-law, Mrs. George C. 
Flavel; five grand children and a num- 
ber of nieces. 





as well as the country clear back to 
the Missouri river, which she with her 
parents had crossed by ox team, was 
‘Indian country.” 

In her span of life, much longer than 

given to most, she saw an empire 
Parcs from a wilderness. The pres- 
ent generation co itempiates with awe 
the progress that has come about with- 
in their memories. HEow much more 
awesome in her greater span of years. 


Captain George Flavel, husband cf 
the deceased and pioneer Columbia 
river shipping man and pilot, passed 


to his last rest 35 years ago, after 
amassing a considerable fortune. His 
elected to remain in Astoria, 
er home since childhood. Her iife- 
time was marked by her support of 
the things that make for a better place 
in which to live. Her’s was a life of 
which it well may be written: ‘Well 


All of this,}done, thou good and faithful servant.” 


The above notice and editorial appeared in the Morning Astorian 
of January 8 and January 11, 1928. 

They created volumes of reminiscences in my mind of 1 womay 
who, to my personal and intimate knowledge, lived the life of a true 
Christian. I am writing, or saying, this in tribute to her truly noble 
and great character. 


As the wife of a daring pioneer, 


CAPTAIN GEORGE FLAVEL, 
she had the rare opportunity — and made use of it — that when for- 
tune smiled on the efforts of her husband, she did not forget those 
who were not so well taken care of by Providence. 
The early Christian training that she received during childhood 
had taken root deeply. 
Herself the daughter of pioneer stock, 


CONRAD BOELLING and PHILIPENA BOELLING, 


she met the man of her choice, a thorough American of Northern 
stock. 

The husband was a keen, shrewd trader, a man whose every 
manipulation in the various enterprises such as steam boats, sailing 
ships, stores, farms, real estate, houses and banking, turned to money. 
He was known as a man of exceptional integrity who loved the asso 
ciation of honest people. He seemed uncanny able to read the other 
man’s mind. His word was as good as his bond—and as like likes 
like, so honest men rallied around his banner and carried many a ven- 
ture to success. 

If you had any business proposition or needed trust, goods or 
money, to carry your own ideas through; if you, yourself, had an 
honest purpose and were sure of suecess, no further security was 
necessary. 

Knowing myself the doings and dest'ny of the city of Astoria, I 
am saying and recording: °° That when 


JAPTAIN GEORGE FLAVEL 


died, the city lost its rudder.’’ Tle carried on the torch of progress. 

He wielded the sword of aggression and held aloft the shield of pro- 
tection, all as a good and patriotic citizen of and for his city. In 
financial and business enterprises, he was the most daring and ag- 
eressive citizen Astoria ever called her own. His mantle of leader- 
ship has not as yet fallen on any worthy successor. A King in his 
own right had died without anyone being able to earry his armor nor 
wield his weapons. 


Speaking again about his wife, 


MARY CHRISTINA FLAVEL, 


nee Mary Christina Boelling—Even at her tender age, at marriage, 
she entered her duties with a serious purpose that foretold success. 


It seemed as though she had made up her mind to live this life 
according to the teaching she received in her ancestral home and 
through the influence of church and school, and to inculeete these into 
her own growing family and community. Nor did shé overdo matters 
in expressing her religious convictions, She had that ealm religious 
feeling that allowed even others to express theiaselves on entirely dif- 
ferent lines and angles. 


Some Christians profess their religion by prayers, others by oral 
suasion trying to convert others; hers was solely by exemplification, 
not even lettine the right hand know what the left hand is doing. 

Yes, she would try to bring your ideas to the broader conception of 
Christianity ; however, in such a subtle, kind, convincing and exemphi- 
fying way that before you know it, she stood before you irresistible, 
as the incarnation of Christianity itself. 


While frugal in the administration of her own affairs, many a 
needy, worthy family has been provided for without much ado about it, 
that even they, or their closest friends, never knew whence the blessing. 


Many a poor clergyman has received encouragement and aid— 
and it mattered little in which chureh he preached. 


Being herself sincere, she aided sincerity, disdaining hypocrisy, 
shunned vulgarity and entirely abhored dishonesty. The honest dollar 
was worth more to her than thousands with a possible taint. 


It is known personally, to the writer, that in the days of the saloon 
and enterprises of worse, degrading character, they were barred from 
any buildings that her family owned, although in all eases, a double 
amount of rent could be expected or was offere4. 

I may simply state that the Presbyterian Church of Astoria re- 
ceived its real estate from the Flavel family; and the Alderbrook 
Presbyterian Church was also largely benefitted by Mrs. Flavel; be- 
sides, numerous other institutions. 

The son of this Christian woman was the late 


CAPTAIN GEORGE C. FLAVEL, 


who died during the year 1923. 

The historian was a tenant of one of the numerous Flavel busi 
ness houses. The reputation of being good landlords was theirs by ex- 
perience of others. 

An improvement of the store front was contemplated and upon 
inquiry from Mr. Flavel (the son), I was tol@ to simply go ahead. 
Upon completion, inquiry from Mr. Flavel as to the amount spent 
indicated that I had spent $1500.00 on his property. No comment 
was made. 

Two years later the news came to me that the Flevel property 
was for sale, also the building and lot oceupied by me. I felt some- 
what nervous as to my improvements. Meeting the Captain the next 
day, I found out that the report was correct. ‘“ However, you have 
the first show to buy at a stipulated price,’’ were his last words. As 
the financial question is always the pressing one, that igett did not 
have anything to pay down—and, as sometimes it is a question that 
it may be cheaper to rent than to own property—the matter dragged 


along for some months. The spectre of the idea of possibly losing the 
$1500.00 improvement loomed up and tortured the soul So oue day 
I mustered courage and approached the Captain on this subject and 
this is what he said: ‘‘Mr. Hildebrand, do not worry yourself about 
buying the property or losing your improvement, try and buy—I will 
help you, but if you do not buy and we should sell to someone else, you 
will be paid the $1500.00.”’ 

Heaven on Earth! This was not ‘‘the hard boiled business man’’ 
talking to me. No, gentle reader, listen: It was the son of a Christian 
woman to whom the teaching of his mother’s Sunday School and 
Church were holier than the dollars he could have made in the twink- 
ling of a moment. It were the voices of his father and mother that 
came to me, through him, in the melodious tones of 


‘*“GOOD WILL TO MEN.”’ 

At another instance, a certain person conceived the idea that the 
rental of a certain farm the Flavel family owned was too little for 
the present tenant to pay; that he could afford to pay more and stil! 
make a profit. He approached the proper parties with an offer to 
pay more rent and suggested to cust the present tenant. 

However, he had not reckoned with the Flavel spirit. 

He was asked, if he had consulted with the present tenant, if sat 
isfactory to him the transfer would be made; if not, then the present 
tenant would not be disturbed—his offer of more rent would be of 
no avail—and not considered. 

Many instances of like nature abound, and as the world is so full 
of evidences of greed, it gives me a pleasure to record this. 

When the turmoil of the last great world conflict turned the heads 
of a great many to more confusion, this woman stood steadfastly, un- 
flinchingly; she knew that the Cross must triumph—and that His 
emblem stood as the pinnacle of all human endeavor which statesmen. 
generals, presidents, kings, cardinals and nations must eventually 
respect. ; 


She aided the city, meeting the exactions of taxes and improve 
ments with good grace. She aided the city in staying with it through 
all its vicissitudes. She stayed with the city en purpose, for it to 
receive the financial aid she could give through her presence. She 
traded with her own tenants in preference, just to help them. I was 
one of her tenants and had this pleasant personal experience, ani! 
stand in admiration and awe of her noble character. 

Many a struggling merchant or tenant occupying the various 
Flavel properties has felt the influence of her kindness in encourage- 
ment of trade, in low rentals and various other means. 

Let me give you an example of her true Christian spirit: 

After the great fire, when every one felt pretty blue; when every 
merchant was struggling with the meager stocks and erowded sur- 
roundings of display, fighting to keep the wolf from the door—the 
time: when everything was topsy turvy and the rebuilding was yet 4 
question, Mrs. Mary C. Flavel said: ‘‘Mr. Hildebrand, I need a bed 
room suite. I knew you have not on hand one that will do I wart 
one about—yes, this one in this catalogue will suit; just send for it 
and deliver it to the house.’’ 

When it came, it was of several hundred dollars value. Nothing 
had been said about the cost. In°my desire to please her and to 
save any question of value, I had reduced the bill with a ten per 
cent discount from the regular retail price. The check, when re- 
ceived, showed the full amount. Thinking perhaps that the discount! 
had been overlooked, I rendered, with other smaller items the next 
month, the ten per cent item as a credit. Again the full amount 
was paid and the discount ignored. “This time, however, the messenges 
explained that: ‘‘ Whereas, Mr. Hildebrand had sustained a severe loss 
during the fire, that Mrs. Flavel did not desire any discount.’’ 

Visions of Angels from Heaven came to my mind. The woman 
in all her simple Christian orandei revealed herself. Surely Christ 
nad not lived nor died in vain. His teachines had taken deep, deep 
root. 


A Queen in all her glory was never prettier to me. She is a bright: 
star in the firmament of the Christian heaven that will shine brighter 
as her night will grow longer. 

IN MRS. MARY C. FLAVEL Nee MARY CHRISTINA BOELLING. 
THE FAMILY HAS LOST A WISE MOTHER; 
THE COMMUNITY HAS LOST A GOOD CITIZEN; 
THE WORLD HAS LOST A NOBLE CHARACTER: 
A CHRISTIAN QUEEN HAS GONE TO THE PALACE OF HER 
KING. 
BLESSED IS HER MEMORY 
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